CHAPTER    TWENTY.* THREE
Science libraries, pool-rooms, yellow-brick school-
buildings, gasolene pumps, etc., etc., etc
But to me these things are no more depressing -
in fact, rather less - than the average English seaside
resort* Brighton is as vulgar as anything in America,
Bournemouth as provincial, Southsea as drab, and
Bognor is, I imagine, the most agonizingly hideous
creation of man upon this earth. I have no grudge
against the inhabitants of the south coast, but I feel
that the world would be a sweeter place if a tidal
wave could come and utterly destroy the nauseating
mass of ironwork, stucco fronts, 'shelters,* penny-in-
the-slot machines, mineral-water booths, ornamental
gardens, 'keep-off-the-grass* signs, tea-shops, bath-
ing machines, grottoes, bath-chairs and all the other
accumulated horrors which we complacently lump
together under the fragrant title of 'the Englisn
Riviera/
'Main Street* in America is a nightmare. So is
'Main Street* in England. Let us admit both those
facts, and lament the common depravity of them.
IX
THE REAL AMERICANS
I seem to be pulling out motes - or is it beams? -
from all sorts of people's eyes. It gives one a charm-
ingly impartial feeling. But I am not writing in any
flippant spirit. I am writing with a very earnest
desire to make you see the Americans as I see them,
For you cannot judge Americans till you see them
in their own country. Of course, there are charming
Americans in Europe, but as a rule it is as difficult to
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